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XV
Ant-Hiil is one single cosmic volume. When cavernous, it is Lord's imblued throat; When space, it is but manifest roundabout. It passes O'er in silence between fume (On analytic space, to exhume) Of breath and its in-exhaled double route Uncorporeally copied in genuine quote Of dance of mathematic in Time's Loom. Young Kali must age by slow mutation By boding symbol of striving no more When in repose mud meditates in fun Of Now, unstaying Time's consecutive core. Vishnu wakes not, nor sleeps. The erect stone Sequences the Eye to hitch to the red-ore.
XVI
Wander from one to next,Lord's breath becomes Continuous-present-absent tending far back Into an impulse to express a lack That fails the human word to come to terms With no witness to dance or mime in forms Of rhythm imitating to cure the crack In dichotomous native-alien track Religious like a poised bird in storms Or a float unbuoy'd giving to waves' sway-Asking the beings to take up the soft beat In bearing and movement as they do pray To look over the precipiced Earth Sacred secrets of connubium gay.turgic lay.n its reaches, as founder-factsirmament of faith apart.er daringly coins words even like Keats or Shakespeare. .
